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RUSSIAN MOUNTAIN MAN 


Haylie 
Spring break, Siberian style. 


I’d rather research the missing link in the mountains then 
get drunk on a beach. As soon as I’m alone in the woods, I 
can sense his eyes watching me as I get drunk on 
something else, his animal charge which fills the air 
between us. 


The Professor would be mad if I came back empty handed, 
but damn, if what I discover isn’t more of a distraction than 
bad weather, missing links or even avalanches. 


Nikolai 


Thirty years ago, the forest claimed me, it nearly killed me 
but it claimed me, gave me a new life from the one I 
thought I knew. I learned to live, to hunt and thrive in the 
wilderness, at one with nature and within the circle of life, 
but always missing that one thing all the other creatures 
had, that one thing they enjoyed at least once every spring 
season. 


A mate. 


As soon as I see her, I know she’s been sent for me, sent for 
me to claim and to breed. 


To claim as my own. 


But she brings something else with her, the memory from a 
dream. 


Am I aman, or a monster? 


I want to be her man, her mate. 
Together. Forever. 
*Russian Mountain Man is a SHORT insta-everything 


standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


Spring break for the newly graduated. What to do... Where 
to go... 


Siberia? 


Yes! I leapt at the chance back home...but now that I’m 
rattling to the snow studded surface in a freezing ex- 
military Russian chopper as it drops me off, I have some 
second thoughts. Okay, a LOT of second thoughts. 


Two Days. 


Dimitri mouths the words as he gives me the hand signal 
he’s ready for me to get off his bird. I’m not sure who’s 
older, the Soviet chopper or the Soviet Dimitri, but he sure 
can fly this thing, plus he’s the only one the professor trusts 
enough to take me all the way out here and pick me up 
once I collect the data for our biological survey. 


The packs of my own gear and the survey equipment looked 
big and heavy when they were loaded. As I stand back, 


shielding my eyes from the spray of melting snow and ice as 
the chopper lifts off, it all looks so small. Almost useless 
when compared to the huge wilderness that surrounds me. 


The thundering roar of the ancient chopper finally dies 
down and the remaining snow settles. I’ve been here 
before, with research teams led by the professor, but this is 
my first time flying solo on a field project. This time there’s 
something else I’ve never noticed before. 


The silence. 
Eerie silence. 


Closely followed by the alarming sensation that I’m being 
watched. 


I shiver, but it’s not from the chill in the air. There’s 
something watching me, I can feel it. 


The breeze shifts and I catch a scent. Not the woodsy, frosty 
fresh air scent, something else. Something different. 


It smells like a mix of herbs, smoky earth and... man. 


I tense up, telling myself not to be so paranoid. I’m a few 
hundred miles from anywhere on a map and in the thirty 
odd years the professor’s been using the research station’s 
cabin as a base, neither he or anyone else he’s taken with 
him has seen anyone or anything. 


Especially not the thing we’re supposed to be looking for, 
least of all another person. 


But I feel it again, more than I smell it. A sense of someone 
watching, someone studying me. An invisible signal, like a 
hand or fingers made of air, tracing the space around me, 
working their way towards me, across me. Inside me... 


I jump with a start, a small cry escaping me, and I’m 
shocked to hear the arousal in my own voice. I have a 
definite flooding of warmth to my center and feel the 
undeniable urge to touch myself for some reason, to display 
myself. 


For him. 


My heart’s pounding, with blood rushing through my ears 
as I turn around, shifting the furry flap of my cap to listen. 
But there’s only the sigh of the breeze across the half 
frozen wilderness. My other hand’s already covering my 
mound over my waterproofs, my whole hand trembling at 
the prospect of palm fucking myself right here in the woods. 


With no one watching? 


Whoever he is... he’s very good. Very hot... for someone 
who doesn’t even exist... 


I force a shudder this time, laughing to myself and 
physically shaking off my mood, jokingly slapping my own 
hand away from myself. I’ve been here all of two minutes 
and I’m already imagining strange mountain men who want 
to watch me touch myself? 


The professor would be very disappointed. But I file the 
fantasy away for later use. 


To be continued... 


It’s not early anymore, the antique chopper ride was long 
and looking up at the dimming sky, I know getting my gear 
stowed in the cabin and setting up base would be a whole 
lot smarter than greasing up my valley in the woods. 


I’ve never even looked at myself naked in the mirror...much, 
let alone done anything else, but something in that waft of 
scent from the woods... it sure has stirred something in me, 


in a good way. But not in a way that’s getting any work 
done. 


What would I know about how a man smells, anyway? The 
nearest I’ve been to any real man is in the pages of a book. 


Lugging one pack and then the second to the front of the 
cabin, I notice with a groan that the lean to out back is no 
longer visible. 


On closer inspection, the woodpile and fuel store usually 
underneath the little porch, protected from the weather 
and covered with heavy tarp? It’s more than no longer 
visible. It’s gone. 


What the fuck? 


Wood pile, gone. Lean too. Same fate as the woodpile. 
Somebody’s used all the wood, then started using the 
damned cabin to keep warm. 


Probably trying to stay alive. 


The cabin has a bolt, but it’s never locked. Professor 
Lebedev always says that if anyone did find the place, 
they’d probably need a place to stay. Out here, even in early 
spring it gets to minus freezing at night. 


I curse aloud as I try and loosen the bolt across the door, 
frozen with rust and time. It’s been a while since anyone’s 
been out here, or so I’d thought. 


Idiot! Might have thought to circle the place in the chopper 
to see if it was still habitable... had firewood at least... 


With a snap and then a groan, the cabin door creaks open, 
and I can tell at once that there’s been visitors... of all 
kinds. 


No cobweb covered skeletons, so phew. But, there’s a lot of 
empty cans from the emergency food store and the ashes 
from all that premium firewood. I bought enough food for a 
couple of days, and the ground’s covered in frozen water, 
but damn, I’m gonna need some hard wood if I’m gonna 
keep warm tonight. 


There’s nothing for it, I have to go hunting for some 
firewood. I blow out a huge puff of condensation before I 
growl aloud. It’s enough to get here and set up for the night 
without having to go rounding up frozen, wet wood. 


At least they bolted the door when they left... 


I can hear Professor Lebedev’s polite sentiment as I do the 
same, bolt the door as I leave, off to collect wood which I’d 
have to do anyway, even if the professor was here. 


I don’t get twenty steps from the cabin when I stop dead in 
my tracks, the same unmissable scent is back, stronger 
than before and closer. I stifle a moan as it registers, 
sending a current right through my body, straight down to 
my happy center as well as some new place deep inside me. 


Scanning the snow I know it’s impossible for anyone else to 
be out here, there’s no footprints, but I do hope to find 
some of a different kind, if I’m going to get any work done 
that is. 


CHAPTER TWO 


N ikolai 


I used to think I’d run towards the sound of choppers, that I 
needed rescuing. The first season was tough, nearly killed 
me, but learning is fast in the wild and boy, did I learn. 
When I was younger I ran towards the sounds, calling out, 
shouting for help. 


Now I move the other way, and always keep silent. 


First thing I learned was to move away from people and 
their noise. How many animals rush towards people and all 
their crap? 


Not many. 


The sound of the chopper is rare, but not completely 
unheard of. There’s planes, choppers and even a few 
trappers who pass through these woods and up through the 
mountains. For me, it’s my spring forest. The winter one’s 
further south. 


I’ve seen it before, the chopper, but it’s always like 
something from a dream. Something I’m familiar with but 
never can quite remember how. 


Today, there’s something about it that interests me before it 
even lands. 


I can smell her. 


Like other smells from the outside world I can’t remember, 
this one’s like a hooked line with pot roast and mashed 
potatoes with gravy. All the smells and things I like, that I 
know my body likes are all wrapped up in one magical, 
mysterious scent and I just have to know what it is. 


Without hesitating, I make my way down from the clearing 
I’m in to take a closer look after hitching the deer I’ve taken 
recently up into the trees. The chopper came just in time, 
once I’ve already taken my food for the weeks ahead from 
the forest, but now I need to preserve it until I can come 
back for it. 


I know to keep my distance from people and their 
machines, which is hard for me because this smell, this 
scent, is dragging me to it whether I like it or not. 


It’s making me feel hot inside. Like I’ve just run up a hill or 
swam across a lake. Hot like the thermal springs when I fall 
asleep in the water. 


Warm inside, with an ache in my chest. An ache somewhere 
else too is starting, like a pleasing itch inside me which 
starts to grow, making me groan out loud. I wonder if I’m 
sick, suddenly feeling dizzy almost, but happy because of 
this new smell. This feeling. 


But there is a part of me that knows. Like the deer, like the 
bears in spring. I know this feeling. I finally have one 
coming to me now. 


Her. I know it has to be her... 


I get to where the chopper’s landed, and I feel this pain in 
my chest when I see her, a girl. I know what a girl looks like, 
I remember them and have even seen a few hiking through 
the woods over the years. I remember what people are, I 
just steer clear of them, but this girl. She’s different. 


A low growl escapes me as I see the chopper pilot, some old 
man, waving his hand, making her do all the work as she 
unloads her packs. 


My instinct is to run over, to help her, and to give that mana 
lesson in how to treat her right, but I have to stay hidden. 


I want to stay hidden. To smell her and watch her from a 
distance first. I don’t want to frighten her off, and I have to 
make sure she’s... 


Alone. 


I have to cover my own mouth, even over the noise of the 
chopper taking off. I want to howl out loud, signaling her 
that I’m ready and celebrating her coming to me. 


She’s beautiful, even with the puffy jacket and pants, hat 
and gloves, even through all that I can see her, I can sense 
her. 


I hear myself gasping, excitement and disbelief as I 
scramble to get closer while keeping quiet. Her scent is 
unmistakable. Like flowers and the air after the rain, but 
with something else, that something that’s giving me this 
feeling. A pounding in my ribs and ears, so loud and hard it 
feels like I can hardly think, because I can’t. 


All I can see is her, and I want her, I know I have to have 
her. I know that she’s been sent to me to be mine. 


I study her for a moment, waiting for her to move first, then 
I slowly and deliberately move myself upwind, seeing if she 
can sense me or if she’s just as ignorant as anything else on 
two legs that comes this way. 


She picks up on my scent. I watch her lifting her nose to the 
air then after a while I hear her cry out a little whimpering 
sound, watching as her hand hovers over herself. I feel my 
own organ straining against my pants and I fight to not 
make a sound. It’s such an intense feeling. Like fear, but in 
the reverse. 


A pleasant fear. The most overwhelming feeling I have is to 
go to her, to have her present herself to me and to taste her 
for the first time, I can tell from here that she’s ready, we 
both are. I just know it. 


I want you... I want to see and smell you up close. I want 
you to show me what you have there, down there in that 
special place. 


I can feel my thoughts being sent to her on the breeze, 
knowing that she’s feeling the same excitement I am, 
knowing that she needs me, that I have to claim her before 
somebody else does. 


Then she’s gone. 


I’m lost in my mind picturing what I want to do to her body, 
and then she’s gone. Her tracks show beside the cabin, 
then inside it. 


I listen hard, not for her, but for anything else, any sign or 
signal of danger to my mate. I have to watch her now, to 
make sure she stays safe, until I can get close enough. Close 
enough to... 


Well. I just need to stay close to her, that’s what all my 
instincts are telling me. 


I wait, what feels like a whole day, but it’s only minutes, I’m 
cold again, but seeing her as she steps through the door, I 
get warm all over and happy inside. Another second not 
knowing where she was and it felt like something in me 
would burst. 


It’s getting late but now she’s walking away from the cabin, 
far away. Not good. 


I know just from looking, she can’t manage in the wild, most 
two legger’s can’t. Plus she’s heading in the wrong 
direction, straight for trouble. 


I have to follow her, not just to keep track of her scent now, 
but to keep her safe. 


Mine. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


I’m no dummy when it comes to certain things. I’m a god 
damned college grad, and I have years of field research 
under my belt... sorta. 


A little bit. 


Alright, it’s my first time out in the woods alone, let alone 
freakin’ Siberia and I’m terrified. Now, there’s no damned 
wood to cook or keep warm by and I can still feel eyes on 
me, like that feeling you get when you’re convinced 
someone’s following you. 


When I stop and focus I just get that crazy, pent up 
frustrated feeling again, like I wanna get down on all fours 
and do something really filthy. Yank my waterproofs down 
and spread myself wide open, waiting for him to... 


Stop it! There’s nobody following you Haylie, least of all 
some super-hot guy who just happens to be roaming the 
Siberian Mountains. Stay focused and just find enough 


firewood for tonight, you can sort everything else out in the 
morning. 


The distant howl of wolves far off sends a shiver up my 
Spine, reminding me of the urgency to find dry wood and 
get back to the cabin. 


The reply howl of a lone, very big sounding wolf nearby 
stops me in my tracks. It’s so close, I can feel the vibrations 
of the sound traveling up through my body. 


My first instinct is to run, but I remember that Professor 
Lebedev always told us to never run in the wild and to only 
lie completely still if we were ever in any real danger. If 
that’s true, my life must be filled with constant danger. 


I never run, and I almost always lie completely still, given 
half a chance. 


But there’s something else in the wolf’s howl that gives me 
a different kind of shiver, and I associate the scent and 
feeling I had earlier with it. 


I’m not out here researching wolves, and if there is a pack 
around, they’ll ruin my chances at getting accurate data 
about my real subject, which is just as much fantasy as my 
mountain man theory at present. 


The Yeti, or missing link, whatever you want to call it. Every 
remote mountainous region has their own myth and semi- 
scientific explanation of the same sort of thing, but 
Professor Lebedev has concrete evidence, his own 
eyewitness testimony. So here we are to back it up, to find 
irrefutable proof that there is indeed a missing link or 
Wildman type creature, roaming the Siberian Mountains. 


The wolf’s howl is followed by another series of sounds, 
which although close, are at a safe enough distance. I hope. 


Low, grunting guttural sounds. A beast alright, but nothing 
like any wolf I’ve ever heard. It must be sick or wounded 
and I make sure to double check it’s not my own wheezing 
breath as I trot along. I’m no athlete, that’s for sure, but it’s 
the beast I can hear, even above my own scratchy, panting 
breath. 


With each growling heave of that other sound, I feel 
something in me, some deep, primal urge to reply. To call 
out. To signal him I’m ready. 


To get down on my knees and submit myself to him. 
Haylie, stop it! 


I pick up my pace and move in a zig-zag pattern too, hoping 
to confuse anything that is following me. Hoping to clean up 
my mindset a little bit too. What the hell has gotten into 
me? 


I forget all about wood, even the cabin after a few hundred 
yards, and only begin to think of it again when the trees 
thin right out and I’m near the edge of a ravine. It’s not one 
I remember, but landslides and avalanches are common 
here in the winter months, so it could be newly formed this 
past season. I decide heading back to base camp the way I 
came is the only logical thing to do. But where am I now? 


The scenery is enough to take my breath away, but the near 
marathon it feels like I’ve just completed does the same 
thing and I’m oblivious to the stunning array of reds, 
oranges and purples splashed across the wide, clear and 
darkening sky. 


Turning to head back, having only my patchy footprints in 
the melting snow to guide me, I hear the growl again, 
closer than ever. 


No mistaking it this time. 


That’s a freakin’ wolf alright, and then I see its long dark 
shape, twisting and weaving through the sparse tree line 
with its tail low and its shoulders hunched, ready for the 
kill. 


I feel my heart pulsing, then hammering in my chest, 
moving up to my throat as I start to slowly step back, 
holding my hands out in front of me as I see the wolf locking 
eyes with me and deciding for itself that now’s as good a 
time as any. 


My heart bursts in my mouth, and I hear it as a scream. A 
second dark shape flashes across the wolf’s as I feel my 
step backwards disappearing over the edge into thin air. 


I’ve done everything wrong since I stepped out of the 
chopper, it seems and now to top it all off, I’m walking 
backwards off a cliff in semi darkness. 


The sound of the crunching snow is silenced and the 
stillness of the freezing air rushing past me is the 
soundtrack to the cliff top getting smaller and further away 
as I fall backwards. 


There’s no pain. I feel like a feather floating and hear the 
sounds from the wolf turn to a shrieking yell, a sickening 
cry that I realize, before everything goes black, is coming 
from my own lips before I hit the ground beneath me. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


N ikolai 


“Ona moya, volk!” I yell, hurling my whole body towards the 
beast as she leaps towards the one I’m now sworn to 
protect. 


The bitch is big and heavy, but I have taken her by surprise 
and her jaws snap at my face as we roll in the snow. 


Ona moya, volk! She’s mine, wolf! Not yours! 


I can’t reach the girl, not yet. But she hasn’t fallen far. I 
know the ledge and the bushes below, soft snow, like pillows 
for her to land on. But she-wolf here, she’s a problem. For 
me. 


She wants a mate, like me and the girl is in her territory. 


Both are in my territory, and I only want one mate, the two 
legged kind. 


I’m on my back and lifting my knees to my chest as I hold off 
the wolf by the throat, I eventually manage to spring her off 
me. She flies through the air, yelping in surprise and pain 


when she hits a tree, but is able to sulk off into the twilight, 
for now. 


I know wolves, and I know she’ll be back with the rest of 
her pack no doubt. I have to get the girl and get us both 
back to safety before dark. Not to any cabin, to my place. 


My territory, my world. 

My rules now. 

I wanted the girl and now I have her. 
If only I knew what all that meant. 


I call out to her over the ledge, her dark shape outlined in 
the crisp white snow beneath, some green firs holding her 
like giant fingers. As I thought, she’s been caught by the 
forest, safe but knocked out. Probably from fear. 


The sound of my own voice echoing startles me. I haven’t 
spoken to anyone for a long time, years maybe. Time passes 
slowly here, one day at a time and I made a point of not 
talking to myself when I first came to be here, to prevent 
madness. Something I remember from my past, but like the 
cabin, it’s all like a dream somehow when I think about it 
too long. 


I scramble down the side of the ledge, climbing down to 
her. Wanting to watch my hands and feet, where I’m going, 
but still unable to take my eyes off her. Her golden blond 
hair and powdery skin, flushed with pink from the cold 
make me burn for her even more. Ill have to wait to see her 
eyes up close, but I already know they’re as clear blue as 
the ice on the floors this time of year. 


She’s the best thing I’ve ever seen, but she’s not mine yet. I 
have to get her out of this forest, it’s getting dark, and after 


dark, there’s no way I can protect us both from what will 
come. 


She lets out a small sound as I crouch over her, her hand 
lifting up and I feel my heart freeze. 


So close to her now, and she’s having more of an effect on 
me up close than she ever did at a distance. I can feel my 
pants getting stiff again, the rough canvas straining against 
my hardness which pounds in time with the hammering 
against my ribs as I take in all of her, gently sniffing the air 
around her. 


She’s ready for mating, that’s for sure. I can sense her own 
readiness as well as my own. 


Her hand lingers and I bring my face down to it, letting her 
touch me first. My first human touch in who knows how 
long, and something I instantly crave, groaning aloud as I 
use my hands to press her hand harder against my face. 


The howling of the wolves reminds me of my true task, and I 
slide both arms under her soft body, registering the 
generous feel of her hips and then her chest against mine 
as I lift her easily. She moans again, this time her arms 
circling around my neck, making me tense up and growl. A 
warning for the wolves, and a tempering of the steel in my 
groin, which aches for her now like nothing else. 


As much as I want to hold her in my arms, if I’m to climb 
back up to get to the ledge and then to the cabin to fetch 
her gear, I need to carry her sensibly. Properly. 


I gently loosen her arms and throw her over one shoulder, 
my hand resting on the back of her thighs and gripping her 
close to me, my god she smells so good. The reek of her 
world is slowly wearing off and she smells more like her 


natural beauty by the hour out here in the wild. Where she 
belongs. 


I can feel her hair on my back, tracing down my body as she 
lays completely limp, helpless. Her soft rump, hips and 
chest, all bouncing off my hard body as I steady her on me, 
ready to climb, suddenly feeling weak at the knees with the 
scent of her, the pressure of her whole body over mine. 


The urge to lay her down and study her fully is great, but 
we need to keep moving if we’re to survive the night. 


Using my strongest arm to grip root and rock, I get us both 
back up to the ledge and by the time I get back to the cabin 
with her still on my shoulder, it’s very nearly dark. With the 
sun disappearing behind the mountains I need to get back 
to the cabin, but also need to distract those wolves. 


Goodbye deer meat. 


Hustling back to the sight of my kill, I loosen the knot in the 
rope at the base of the tree and the beast falls with a thud. 


Without even looking back, I make my way to the cabin, 
hefting her two packs onto my free shoulder and puffing out 
stale air from my lungs, breathing in the deep scent of her 
on one arm and her gear on the other. 


It’s a new kind of nourishment, and a part of me wants to be 
sad for leaving so much food behind, but what I have 
instead, the feeling I’m getting. I couldn’t eat if I tried, and 
there’s only one thing now I really want to taste anyway, 


The scent between her thighs and those ruby red lips on 
mine. 


Forever. Always. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


Before I even open my eyes, I know he’s watching me. The 
same scent fills the air and I feel the same rush of energy to 
my center, deep inside me as it registers. I can feel the 
softness of fur underneath me and the sounds of crackling 
logs on a fire. It’s warm, but there’s a slight breeze, 
carrying in the night time sounds of the forest, of the 
wolves. 


I start awake, my eyes opening suddenly at the memory of 
the wolf on the ledge. 


My fall. 
The shape. That feeling again. 
My god... 


He gasps at the same time I do, both our eyes locking 
instantly. The source of the eyes on me, the scent, 
everything. It’s all so suddenly clear to me. 


He’s huge, like six five, maybe more. Squatting on his hams 
over a low but healthy fire, which dances in his clear blue 
eyes like ribbons of yellow, orange and green making their 
own color. 


Sun bleached hair hangs down around his chiseled face, a 
few day’s stubble, but it’s his eyes that hold me, my mouth 


gaping open. 


I can almost hear the beating of both our hearts. My own is 
deafening me, knocking inside my chest as though it’s 
trying to escape, instantly drawn to him. 


I look down at myself, all my clothes still on, and feel a sense 
of relief, mixed with the same old disappointment I always 
feel when body stuff’s even brought up. 


Even a Wildman wouldn’t have his way with me... probably 
didn’t even want to look. 


But is he a Wildman? 


His shirt looks modern, a checkered flannel, but his pants... 
definitely a home-made job. Canvas by the looks, with fur 
hanging up everywhere. It’s hard to decide what’s clothing, 
bedding or just there to keep the weather out, but likely all 
three, I’m guessing. 


The walls look like a traditional log cabin, but I can tell it’s 
set back into a hillside. Timber flooring and a high, pitched 
ceiling. There’s a lot of work in the place and like his pants, 
although hand-made, it’s incredibly well done. No 
roughshod effort by a long shot. 


I wonder if he’s that good with everything he puts his hand 
to. 


The smell of the whole place is arresting. Spruce, birch, all 
the best woodsy and forest fragrances that hang in the air 


naturally, as if they’re a part of the man. His own body 
ripples under his shirt as he moves forward slightly, and I 
can tell he doesn’t want to hurt nor frighten me. 


The howling of a wolf makes me jump with fear again, but 
his eyes half close, signaling to me it’s safe, that 
everything’s alright now. I can see my two big red packs of 
gear in the firelight and breathe out, finally taking in air 
after laying eyes on the man I know has been watching me 
since I landed. 


“Do you have a name?” I hear myself asking, more gasping 
than asking. He stands up just as I ask and I notice the 
unmistakable bulge at the front of his canvas pants. The 
warm rush I keep experiencing around him starts up all 
over. I feel like reaching out to him with both hands rather 
than waste time with introductions, but my field training 
mandates civil, polite and non-direct interaction with native 
populations, if that’s what he is. 


My mind’s saying polite scientist, my body on the other 
hand... 


He watches as my eyes trace over his body and he mimics 
them by doing the same, pausing at the curves of my 
anatomy and I, at the bulge in his pants, which begins to 
develop in size and length, making my breath shudder as I 
feel stiff peaks straining against my top. 


“Name?” I ask again, trying to distract myself more than 
anything. His senses are finely tuned, but it’s clear, even to 
me, a girl who’s never even kissed a boy, that there’s some 
serious jungle style sexual tension going on. 


He growls in reply, and I feel a stab of panic. 


What if he’s some sort of deranged lunatic, a cannibal, or 
worse? What if he’s an escaped convict or- 


In an instant, his face is an inch from mine, and he inhales 
deeply. I freeze after a little squeak escapes me, and he 
scans my whole body with his face and nose as I lay on my 
back, breathing me in like some sort of drug. 


I’ve never felt anything like it, but the urge to touch him 
now is too great, and I let my hand reach out and touch his 
hair, which is surprisingly soft. Like downy fur in its own 
right. 


His deep growl softens to something like pleased 
satisfaction and I can see a dark circle of moisture around 
the tip of the stiff bulge in his pants, drawing another soft 
whimper from me at the sight of it. My hands are suddenly 
wanting to trace all over him, to have him all over me but 
he draws back, surveying me from head to toe again. 


“Your... name...” he says slowly. Not broken English, but 
like someone who hasn’t spoken to anyone for a long time, 
as if language with words isn’t his first choice. 


“Haylie...” I say softly, sitting up and putting my hand on my 
chest in identification. 


“Hay-lie...” 


Even with my waterproofs on, I can feel the stiffness of my 
nipples against my arm through them and it strikes me how 
turned on I really am. 


Words do seem redundant, but I need to know who this man 
is. If he’s lost. If he needs any help. 


“And you?” I ask again, but his brow darkens. His hands 
clench in frustration and he clutches then to his temples for 
a moment before turning away. 


“T... I can’t remember...” he says finally. A mild accent is 
there, but he could be anyone from home too. “...there’s no 


need to talk to me like I’m retarded either. I speak English 
very well... do you?” he adds bitterly. 


His attitude shocks me a bit, but when he turns to face me 
again, I can see the apology in his eyes. 


“.. Sorry.” He murmurs. “But I just... It’s your...” 


I can see his eyes fixed on my chest and as he notices his 
own arousal, his face flushes, but my hand goes out to his. 


“Tt’s alright,” I say and we both feel a silent relief as his 
fingers reach out and connect with mine. 


CHAPTER SIX 


N ikolai 


Her gear grew heavier than she did the whole way back to 
my cabin. She must have half a ton of stuff there, but her, I 
could carry her all day long. 


It doesn’t take long for her body heat and mine to mix as I 
trek through the darkness back to the cabin, which is 
concealed from both man and beast to the best of my doing. 


A shrub screen I can roll back reveals the first entrance, 
and then pulling back another spiked wooden barricade 
before resetting it, we’re in. 


Home. 


I’m glad to drop her gear at the entrance, but take extra 
care lowering her down onto the bed, a simple cot made 
from birch and conifer fronds with a couple of bearskins. 


She murmurs again, moaning almost and I watch, my 
mouth dry as I feel a line of moisture escape my member. 


Her hands, she runs them across herself, over the space 
between her legs as she sleeps. 


It’s almost as much as I can take, and although I try and 
busy myself with other things, I find myself watching over 
her, absorbed in her completely for what must be a few 
hours. 


Eventually she stirs and I get a shock as much as she does 
when she wakes up, but then I proceed to make a fool of 
myself. Failing our first introductions with words, but 
hopefully making up for it with my touch, letting her know 
my real intentions. 


All I can really remember, since being in the wild, is 
something from my childhood. A blurry dream, with people 
and faces, names I forget. Or don’t want to remember. 


I’ve met trappers, hunters, even people like me, men living 
wild over the years. We’ve traded and shared stories, but 
never anything about our past and we only ever stop 
together long enough to trade before going our separate 
ways again. If you’re out here, there’s a reason for it, and 
it’s not something I want to talk about with her yet, because 
I don’t fully understand it myself. 


Like this feeling she gives me, I know what it makes me 
want to do to her, but I don’t understand it. I have a 
thought in my mind, about what I want to say, to tell her 
how I feel. 


But I’m grunting and growling like a caveman. Tongue-tied 
and sounding like a moron, which I’m not. 


I don’t speak to the woods, or to animals, not like people do. 
I act. I do. 


When I make something, I don’t talk about it, I do it. 


And when I see the girl that I know is my mate, then I... 


I freeze up. I sniff her, I say the wrong thing. I act like 
something, someone I’m not. But when she reaches out her 
hand and touches me, she gets it. 


It’s nature and she understands. No words, just the touch. 
The signal and the feeling. 


I let my hand curl over her fingers. Her hands are small in 
mine and soft. 


She traces the lines of dirt and roughness of my skin with 
her soft, milky white fingers. It’s like nothing I’ve known to 
have such soft hands touching mine and I make another low 
sound, my eyes rolling because I don’t know what to do 
except, what my body’s telling me to do. 


“Are you Russian?” she asks, and I watch my hand pull back 
from hers, she’s broken the feeling with words and it almost 
hurts my ears as much as my chest when I move away from 
her. 


“My father...” I tell her, the words and the memory 
suddenly new to me. I haven’t thought about my father for 
so long. Like the dreams I have when I’m a boy. A faded 
memory. 


“And you live here all alone,” she continues, a hopeful look 
which turns to relief when I nod, grunting again. 


She’s not scared of me, I can tell that, and she’s definitely 
ready to mate, but she’s holding back. Shy. Like the deer 
when I pass them, not even hungry. 


The sound of the wolves bothers her, and I let her know it’s 
alright now. 


“They have meat, for tonight. Our meat. But tomorrow I get 
more.” 


I make a face when she talks about the food she’s brought, 
her packs of gear. It all smells like the world she’s from. 
Harsh and it burns my nose. I watch her unpack a few 
things, she’s busy now, like a mouse. Scurrying to do this 
and that, delaying the inevitable. 


“We left the wolf out there, in the woods, but now I feel like 
wolf, and you’re a mouse, maybe a deer.” I tell her, 
watching her with satisfaction as she moves. She smiles but 
keeps busy, like she knows but is acting like she forgets. 


I know that feeling. 


She has quick, nimble hands and sharp eyes. Her body is 
big for her height, but healthy, like a mother to be. Waiting 
for babies, lots of babies inside her, I can just tell. And I 
have plenty inside me, waking up at the sight, and scent of 
her. Her readiness to make them with me this spring. 


“Why are you here?” I ask her, not meaning to sound so 
gruff, but I’m suspicious of anything new, especially from 
the outside world, and there’s a part for me that’s worried 
more will come. More like her? 


No. 
Men. 


Men and their machines. Their noise, and all the problems 
they bring with them. 


“TL... I’m a biologist.” She says, giving me a look, like I 
wouldn’t know what a biologist is. I don’t know how I know, 
but I just do. 


I nod slowly, not being able to help take in the lines of her 
body as she bends over her pack, her big chest showing 
now that she’s undone her top a little. 


I don’t think it’s wrong to show her I’m hard, it should make 
it easier, but she gets red and looks away every time she 
notices me excited for her. 


“Don’t you like me?” I ask her, noticing the shock register, 
then a little fear in her eyes, making me back down. I don’t 
want to hurt her, or frighten her. I just need to be with her. 
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“I don’t even really know you...” she says, biting her lip as 
she eyes my aching bulge again. I move it with my hand, 
groaning as I touch it. 


“You make me this way.” I tell her, trying to make her 
understand, wanting to show it to her, but knowing she has 
to want it. I can’t force nature. 


Her face goes very red, like blood. But she doesn’t look 
away and I notice her breathing is hard and heavy, like 
mine, in time with the aching beat of what’s grown in my 
pants. 


So hot, so stiff for her. 


Why doesn’t she want this right now? I need her to take it 
inside her, to let me get relief. To make our baby. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


“Let’s just take it slow, okay?” I hear myself telling him. 


For all his ruggedness, his hard body and mean looks. He’s 
quite childlike, innocent. 


If it were anyone else, anywhere else, I’d be backing out 
towards the door and running for my life. But with him, it’s 
the most natural thing for him to be so hard, so big for me. 


I try and busy myself. But it’s hopeless, we both know 
what’s going to happen, so why am I fighting it? 


“I have a job to do, up here.” I remind myself, while 
explaining to him what I’m actually doing in his neck of the 
woods. 


“Have you been here long?” I ask, looking around, “We 
came here every spring for a few years running...” 


“Who?” he challenges me suddenly, leaping forward, 
looking around, as if they were in the cabin with us. 


“Nobody...” I assure him, “just the professor and some 
other biologists... they didn’t disturb anything, did they?” 


I ask him, suddenly feeling I’ve trodden on some pretty big 
toes by thinking I have more right to be there, in his woods 
than anybody else. 


But he relaxes, shaking his head to himself. 


“Pro-ffe-ssor...2? It’s just... the thought of you, with 
another... it makes me wild,” he says and stifles a grin, still 
shaking his head. 


“You... making me crazy like the bear, or even the wolf.. 
always crazy when spring comes, for the baby making.” 


I feel myself flush and my breath shudders uncontrollably in 
tune with my trembling hands and knees. His accent, his 
demeanor and his free speaking about mating has my mind 
replaying what I felt like doing pretty much as soon as I got 
off the chopper, as soon as I caught his scent. 


I am a scientist, and I do know that chemically, there’s no 
denying the ol’ animal attraction, but feeling it coursing 
through my veins, and everywhere else, firsthand. It’s a 
little too much to take right now. 


I feel so flustered all of a sudden, because it hits me like a 
potent chemical message. All I have to do is get down on all 
fours, yank my thermals down and I know that mountain 
man here will be balls deep inside me before I can say yes 
please. 


The thought makes me gasp again, along with another 
sound which escapes me, to which he replies with his own 
low growl, smirking a little and wagging his finger at me. 


“See,” he teases me. “ You know, you only pretend not to...” 


“I come here sometimes.” He continues, changing the 
subject for my benefit. “I move with the season, if too cold, I 
go south, if too warm, I come up here. I have many places to 


go.” 


I have a million questions, but I can see he’s getting used to 
talking again, not sure when the last time he had company 
was. I know isolating myself for weeks in research 
sometimes, it’s awkward when I have to face people again. 


“Who are you?” I hear myself blurting out, in the middle of 
him describing how he knows just when it’s the right time 
to move, or when to stay. 


The sad, frustrated and faraway look returns to his face. 


“Nikki... I think. Nik- something. I don’t remember. So long 
without faces, and animals don’t care what I call myself, 
they only know my smell... Hay-lie.” He says, deliberately 
saying my name slowly and I can see it's done nothing to 
quell his arousal either by just talking. 


Nikki 


I feel like carving the name on my heart, and hearing his 
husky voice intone it only makes me ache more for him than 
anything else. Having a name to describe him, the feeling I 
get, it takes everything I have not to rush over and kiss him. 


Sensing my new mood, his aquamarine blue eyes burn into 
mine, speaking a thousand things without saying a word. 


“You could kiss me, like a welcome kiss,” I hear myself 
saying boldly. Totally shocked I’d even say it, but it’s far 
tamer than anything else either of us are thinking, I know 
that much. 


“Kiss?” he asks, pretending to be baffled. “Show me,” he 
commands, his voice dropping low and his face growing 


dark with intensity, turning my damp-o-meter from damp to 
torrent in a heartbeat. 


Now, I’ve never kissed anyone. Not like a romantic kiss. A 
few pecks on the cheek for relatives at birthdays, but 
nothing like how I know I want to kiss Nikki right now. 


“Show. Tell me what to do,” he says, shaking his body loose 
like someone preparing to be shown how to fight. I realize 
he knows even less about kissing than I do. 


How is that even possible? Surely everybody knows what a 
kiss is? 


I’m shaking so hard at the thought, how did I get here? 
Wasn’t I just looking for firewood? Maybe after I fell off the 
cliff, I died and this is some sort of multiverse version of my 
afterlife with a hot guy who has the same smell as- 


His lips are on mine before I can talk myself out of it. I’m 
not sure if he moved to kiss me, or if I went to him. But 
we’re kissing now and the feeling I know we both have just 
went from the woods into outer space. 


No tongues or anything, just pressing my wet lips against 
his, which tastes so clean, crisp. Like the air up here. 
Everything about him is just so perfect. 


I’ve closed my eyes, but when I open them, I can see his are 
open. He pulls back slowly and I notice him shaking as 
much as Iam. 


“Like this?” he says in a hoarse whisper, my head pumping 
in agreement. I’m totally speechless, practically skidding in 
my own wetness. 


He kisses me again, moving in closer this time. I can feel his 
hard body against mine, his hot stiffness pressing into me 
as well before his huge arms encircle me and as if it’s 


ordained by nature, herself, we both feel our mouths 
opening. Tongues exploring. 


Like our two personalities colliding in a cave or this cabin. 
Timidly reaching out for one another, not knowing how or 
why, but needing each other more than anything in the 
world right at his moment. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


N ikolai 


I know what kissing is, but only from a long time ago. 
Movies or TV maybe. I know what those things are, just 
can’t identify with them anymore. I told her to show me, to 
see if it was the same as I remember. 


The animals, they don’t kiss. So my plan to sniff and mate is 
not how people do it, I’m guessing. 


Haylie isn’t scared, but she’s trembling, and after the first 
kiss, I am too. 


The second, and I’m harder than ever, wanting to go 
straight to the mating, but she pulls back. All red and hot 
again. I hold her close to me, enjoying the warmth of her 
body and the softness of her. I want her to take her clothes 
off now, to show me her special place, but she’s shy again. 
The deer’s white tail winking at me as she runs back into 
the forest. 


“That’s a kiss alright!” she exclaims, moving away from me 
and starting to place up and down. Her hands at her sides, 


pumping into fists and then flat out again, like she’s 
thinking really hard. 


I feel that ache again, in my chest. Like I did it wrong 
maybe, making her not want to mate. 


“No good?” I ask, feeling like I’ve done something she 
doesn’t like. 


She liked it fine a second ago. 


Her heads shaking in the negative, she’s almost laughing to 
herself. 


“No... No... It was very good... Too good... I can’t do this 
though, I have work to do... I can’t be doing this...” she 
says, talking almost to herself and running out of room to 
pace as I move closer to her, wanting more of this kissing 
thing. 


It’s the only thing that we can do that isn’t talking. 
Talking makes everything too difficult. 


I kiss her again, and hear her whimpers melt into my 
groans. Little noises of pleasure and much easier to 
understand than words. 


My hardness is almost hurting me, straining against my 
coarse pants and I move it out of the pants, groaning with 
some relief it’s not chafing at least. 


Her hands are on my body and mine run over hers, she 
jumps out of her skin once she feels my hardness with one 
of her hands, then both. She shakes all over and her breath 
is the same. I growl while taking both her hands, squeezing 
them over me, making her hands move over my throbbing 
ache. 
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“I can’t...” she whimpers, but I lean in to kiss her neck, 
nibbling her ear to tell her, “ You already are...” 


She stops suddenly, taking just one hand off me and looking 
at me sternly. 


“T can’t do this, because once I start I know I won’t be able 
to stop...” 


She sounds sad, defeated. Like it’s a private war in her 
mind. But when I feel her second hand returning to my 
swollen member and my lips are hot on hers again, I know 
whose side she’s on. 


She starts to grunt, frustrated at the situation and forces 
my hands up onto her chest, which feels like a problem that 
needs solving. I want to tear her clothes off her, but also 
know the importance of them up here, in the cold. Tearing 
your clothes off could mean death by freezing, so I work her 
Zippers. 


The groan that escapes me once her pendulous breasts spill 
out makes her stop again, flushing deep red. 


She looks shy again, embarrassed. But when both my hands 
cup her and squeeze them both hard enough to make her 
moan, I know she feels better. 


I want to kiss her and suckle her at the same time, she 
thinks my attempt is funny to try both, but I’m serious. I 
can’t get enough of her into my mouth to satisfy me, or her 
by the sound of it. 


Her hand on my rod is pumping now and I can feel 
something rising up, and it makes my knees shake. I have to 
tell her to stop, because I know something will happen that 
should only happen when I’m inside her. 


She pouts her lips, like a child, but I kiss them again. 
Drawing her breath out of her and into my body, kneading 
her chest with both hands, circling her nipples with my 
thumbs with my hot stiffness now squashed between us, no 
better than before. Feeling like a cannon that’s about to 
explode. 


It takes all my will, but I tear myself away from her long 
enough to start yanking at the rest of her zippers as I slip 
out of my clothes, which isn’t hard. 


Her body tenses up again, and I look into her eyes. 


“What is it?” I ask her, but I can see she’s timid, too timid to 
want me to see her without her skins covering her. 


I bury my face into her exposed chest again, biting and 
nibbling at her until she laughs. 


“This,” I growl at her, running my hands over her hips, 
rump and then right up inside her legs as she moves them 
further apart, moaning. 


“T want this.” 


She helps me, and in seconds, she’s fully naked and I lay 
her down on the bearskins, my whole body shaking with 
something I’ve never felt before, my heart so big in my 
chest I feel like it could burst. 


She looks smaller without all her fake skins to cover her, 
but still has the big chest I like. I like that part a lot, the rest 
of her too. Her smooth, her belly. Round, with nice wide 
hips for holding and solid legs and a behind I can tell I will 
enjoy squeezing very much. 


Her look of uncertainty has turned to invitation, and her 
eyes stray down to my own hardness, which is bigger and 
harder than I can ever remember. Sometimes, growing up, 


I would play with. But now, I'm older. It only makes me 
weak. I know it’s for making the baby, the mating. 


It’s what I’m ready for now, with the hot, clear liquid 
dripping from me as I can see and smell her own moisture 
in reply as she opens her creamy white legs, letting me see 
her special place for the first time. 


I growl a sound to signal her, and anything within range 
that I’m staking my claim on her. No man, or anything else 
will ever touch her again. 


She lays back and opens herself further, holding herself 
open wide for me to see and as much as I want to mount 
her straight away, her keen pleasure and her satisfaction is 
exciting for me too. I don’t want to rush. It’s a special time 
for both of us. 


My body twitches, and my rod starts to jerk and bounce all 
on its own as I move over the top of her, the slightest touch 
from her body on mine making us both moan and grunt in 
pleasure, just like the creatures in the forest. 


I almost wish the bear could see me now, and the moose 
and the otters. Just like them, I’m finally getting my turn. 


Her sweet mound draws me to it, and without much 
encouragement, I know where I need to go first to please 
my woman. Her fingers grip my hair and she pulls me close 
for more kissing, before pushing my head down, my whole 
body rumbling as I feel my excitement to taste her for the 
very first time. 


Like anything special, in nature. I always know to respect 
and appreciate the beauty of something, and her twitching 
hole, moving in time with her little sounds as she begs me 
to lick her. It’s the most beautiful thing, the most beautiful 
feeling for me ever. 


Kissing her mouth is special, but kissing her down here, it’s 
like what heaven would feel like. Her whole body tenses and 
she kicks, like a beast, right into my ribs and I growl again. 
The strike from her foot on my body, the flavor of her in my 
mouth and the steaming aroma of her readiness is more 
than I can bear, but at the same time, this moment could 
last forever. 


CHAPTER NINE 


Okay, so far today I’ve been stalked and attacked by a wolf, 
fallen to what could have been my death, kissed the hottest 
guy on earth and now he’s eating out my steaming pussy 
like a god damned pro. 


I must’ve died when I fell off that cliff..this must be 
heaven, I just know it. 


Either way, just for now I don’t mind what it is. It’s the best 
feeling and it feels oh so right with the strangest, most 
amazing creature I’ve ever seen, in a book or in real life, 
but most definitely, the best thing between my legs ever. 


I was shy with him. I mean, I am shy with him. I don’t have 
any experience exposing myself to anyone but the way it 
feels when he’s close to me, making those sounds and 
pressing his rock hard body, not to mention that hard, fat 
dick right up against me. My god, it makes me wonder how 
I’ve gone so long without this in my life. So glad I’m about 
to get the solid dicking I know I deserve, that every girl 


does at least once in her life from a steely hunk like this 
one. 


But then I remember. My body remembers. All the reasons 
why I’m so shy and timid when it comes to my body it all 
comes flooding back. I’ve never done anything like this. This 
man might have slept with a million girls in his life. Look at 
him! 


But me? 


My thoughts are pleasantly interrupted, and I feel the short 
warning before the... oh... there’s no doubt about it... 


The first climax I’ve ever had with anybody else, and it’s so 
intense, I doubt anything else beforehand even comes close 
to counting. 


He’s lapping and licking, sucking and growling. I can feel it 
building up inside me like the best, the most pleasing itch 
that aches in the whole world, filling me like a balloon filled 
with his smell, his mouth on mine, the feeling I get when he 
holds me all rolled into one. 


And finally it’s released, exploding with each part of it 
exploding again, giving the same feeling a million times 
stronger. 


I grab Nikki’s hair so tight I’m surprised I don’t tear some 
of it out. The sound that comes out of me sounds like an 
animal from outside, deep from within the forest, and it is. 
My whole call, my cry of ecstasy is echoing from inside his 
cabin, down out into the forest and his own satisfied grunts, 
moans and growls let me know that he’s only just getting 
started. 


I’m shuddering and shaking so hard, I feel like a 
jackhammer by the time he comes up not just for air, but to 
kiss me again. 


Did I kick Nikki? I think I did, damn that man is firm. 


He rests his whole body on mine and I feel like I’m coming 
for the second time in as many moments. The feel of his 
hard on rests right against my opening and makes me moan 
so loud he lets some of his weight off me, thinking I’m 
suffocating, but I’m only dying to have him buried deep 
inside me. 


His mouth is wet, like the space between my legs, and I can 
smell myself on him before he lets me taste it. It tastes like 
he smells, so fresh, earthy and totally animal. We both 
groan and growl, the taste mixed with the scent and the 
excitement of our naked bodies pressed together almost 
proving too much. 


“TIm a virgin...” 


I hear myself saying, as if from far away, from down a tunnel 
maybe. 


“Pm not hurting,” Nikki puffs, squeezing my chest again 
with both hands, making me moan out loud all over again. 


“Tm a virgin.” I repeat, a little louder, and he stops. 


This is it. This is the part where the guy laughs or makes 
fun of me. The part where he says I’m no good, I’m sure of 
it. 

“What is virgin?” he asks, his brow creased and his own 
mind at odds with his body's excitement. I can feel the heat 
from his hard dick on me still and it’s getting to the point 
where I can feel myself about to come again just from him 
laying on me. 


“A virgin is someone who hasn’t had sex... never done 
this...” I say bashfully, still not sure if he’s serious or just 
winding me up. 


“Then I am virgin too,” he says between breaths, as though 
it’s nothing, and he resumes ravishing me, but I need to 
know more now. 


“Wait, what did you just say?” I ask, my breath heaving, my 
body yearning, but my mind itching to know now. There’s no 
freakin’ way this guy’s a... 


He shrugs, frowning for a second, taking one of my hands 
and I instantly hold his hardness by the tip, feeling the 
warm precome oozing from him like water. 


“Then I am virgin too,” he reaffirms, and his eyes meet mine 
as I feel relief mixed with all the new feelings, sensations 
and emotions of being like this with him. It makes it ten 
times more powerful for me, knowing it’s his first time with 
any woman too. 


“Not ever with anyone else?” I ask firmly, just double- 
checking now. 


He looks offended for a second, “No. Just you, like now. Only 
now with you...from now on, only with you,” he groans 
again and our mouths press together harder than ever, his 
tongue and mine like dancers as he mouth fucks me, 
preparing my body for all the wonderful things to come. 


As if he knows how I feel, just from my touch, after a time 
he slows down some and just holds me. Holds me tighter 
than ever against him and he rolls over onto his side so we 
can just hold each other. 


“You want to wait... for special time when is right to make 
baby...” he informs me. 


“It feels less complicated than all that, but yeah. I do just 
want to wait. But not too long.” 


I want to explore him and have him explore me some more. 
I want to talk to him and get to know him before he does 
what I know he needs to do by now. His dick is so hard I’m 
amazed at how calm and controlled he is, despite his 
incredible arousal. Like he has complete mastery over 
everything in his world, even his animal urges. 


He breathes out heavy through his nose, and pulls me in 
tighter. I can feel it pressing right into me, almost making 
me change my mind on the spot. But he agrees. 


“Then we wait. I will be inside you when it’s time for baby. 
Like nature makes. Not rushed, not forced and never 
anything wasted.” 


It’s the simplest, but the sweetest thing anyone’s ever said 
to me, and as he strokes my hair, we shift some and he ends 
up being the big spoon and me the little spoon. 


I panic for a split second, when something slips where it 
shouldn’t, but Nikki’s quick to reassure me he only wants to 
lay down with me, to snuggle. 


“Sleep now.” He commands me gently, and he pulls the 
other bearskin up over us both, covering our bodies and 
trapping our warmth. 


I never thought I could fall asleep so quickly, but it really 
feels like as soon as he says to sleep, my eyes grow heavy 
and within seconds, I’m having a dream about laying with 
him on top of a hilltop somewhere. The sun shining down on 
us, keeping us warm and his strong arms holding my body 
close to his. 


CHAPTER TEN 


N ikolai 


Watching her sleep when I wake up, hearing the morning 
sounds of the forest and the cabin, finally having someone 
else to enjoy it with. It makes my heart big all over again, 
and I feel something I’ve never felt before, even bigger than 
the connection I feel with nature and all things. 


I try and count in my mind the years I’ve been out here, the 
seasons times four to equal one year, then adding them up 
to reach a number. 


I’m a lot older than I feel. 


Haylie must be young. Me, I figure I’m at least twice her 
age. 


What would she see in me? I wonder. And why hasn’t she 
ever... but the thought makes my fists clench and my jaw 
tighten. I feel her move back into me, pressing her whole 
body against mine and I let out a low sound of satisfaction, 
seeing her smile in her sleep, not even wanting to wake up. 


Wanting to stay here with me, forever. Just how it should be. 


I’ll let her sleep, and go get us some food. Plus, for me, the 
bushes are calling. 


The morning sun is still behind the mountains, so the light is 
purple-gray, almost dark still, but all the forest creatures 
start to stir at this time. I greet them all in my usual way, by 
being part of the circle, a man in the world who lives as 
everything around him lives. In harmony and balance. 


There is still plenty of snow. I breathe in deep and taking off 
my skins that covers me, I roll in the snow before grabbing 
a fresh handful of leaves to use with more snow, to rub my 
whole body. Starting me awake and keeping me clean. 


There’s something unusual near the front of the cabin, near 
the tree line. 


A deer’s head. 
I shake my own, and chuckle silently. 


Those wolves. They always have to have the last say on 
everything. It’s not a thank you note for leaving them the 
deer, but wolves are strange and have their own strange 
customs. 


“Nikki!” 


I hear Haylie calling me from inside and rush back, 
grabbing a handful of pine and some more logs for the fire 
on the way back in. 


I let my skins fall once I get near the door, needing to 
balance the wood, making Haylie’s eyes light up as I come 
back inside. 


Her smile, her eager look at my manhood, makes me feel 
like I did last night all over again, and in seconds it’s as 


hard as the wood I’m carrying for her. 


But she looks away again, embarrassed, which confuses me 
still. Like the way she’s covering herself up, always covering 
up, never letting her natural beauty show. 


“Cold?” I ask, concerned, and I start to pile logs on the fire, 
blowing air and bending over in front of her to get the best 
spot for the coals to catch again, which makes her laugh. 


“Looking at your ass first thing in the morning is enough to 
warm anybody up,” she says and starts to laugh again. The 
bearskin sliding from her body, giving my stomach a jolt of 
excitement at seeing her naked chest again, her large 
nipples are hard, like me and I gravitate towards her, 
slipping under the bearskin with her, and she squeals like a 
mouse again, the cold from my body touching hers. 


Kissing her again, feeling her smooth softness all over me is 
something I know I want to feel every day, for the rest of my 
life and only with her. 


I trust she feels the same, but there’s a look that comes into 
her eyes, like she’s far away, thinking about something. A 
place where I’m not. 


“T thought you were gone,” she says, bringing herself back. 


“Only outside, for morning bushes.” I tell her, smoothing the 
hair back around her ear, wondering what she’s thinking. 


“What are you thinking?” I ask her. 


“About morning bushes,” she says, and laughs, I press on 
her belly, daring her to hang on before she has to go, taking 
the bearskin with her. 


“Wait!” I call out to her before she gets to the door, “I come 
with you, and make sure it is safe.” 


She goes bright red again, until I promise I won’t look, as 
long as she keeps my bearskin clean. 


Outside, Haylie makes a lot of noise about the cold and I 
stand nearby as she goes to the bushes, listening for any 
danger, but morning is safe, always safe in the morning, 
only dangerous when sunset or night in the woods. 


I pick some berries from the nearby bushes, and another 
branch from a special tree to make tea. I have dried meat in 
the cabin too, so we’ll have a fine meal this morning. 


Haylie rushes back to me, eager to get back inside and 
wants to put her own clothes back on, but I don’t want her 
to. 


“You don’t need those,” I tell her. “I have you all day today, 
over there,” I tell her, pointing to the bed. 


“That’s sweet,” she says, smiling, “But I have a lot of work 
to do, I’m already behind from yesterday... and I only have 
two days...” 


As she says the last part, her face falls and she looks sad, 
and I feel a different stab in my chest, like pain this time. 


“What do you mean? You just got here,” I tell her, hearing 
the anger rising in my voice. 


“You’re place is with me now.” I tell her, touching myself 
down there, and moving over to touch hers, but she pulls 
back. 


“Ah... Nikki... I said yesterday that I have a lot of work to do. 
I can’t just...” 


But I can’t listen to her speak like this, I press my mouth 
over hers, reminding her how good it is. How much she 
needs it and why she should stay here, with me. 


Always. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


Idiot! 


I told myself... I told him. I knew it was a big mistake. I just 
can’t be doing this. 


But when he holds me like this, when his naked, hard body 
is pressed up against mine, I forget everything. I want him 
inside me so bad it hurts not to have him there. 


Why, oh why didn’t I do it last night? 


He must think I’m some sort of tease not to put out, or 
maybe just plain crazy. But he was so sweet too, it was 
practically his idea to wait. 


Oh, I just don’t know, but if he keeps kissing me like this, I 
won't be held responsible for my actions. 


Sorry Professor. 


He’s so hard again, I almost feel bad that he can’t just get 
some relief. Maybe if I... No. He said it has to be inside me, 


like the animals... 
Crap. 


But his arousal, no matter how intense, doesn’t seem to 
bother Nikki, he takes it in stride and I can tell straight 
away how different he is from any other guy I’ve probably 
ever met. They wouldn’t be able to be hard and not put it in 
their girl, Nikki's different. 


“Let’s eat!” he announces suddenly, hearing his own belly 
rumble over his groans of satisfaction at having most of me 
as an appetizer. He stokes up the fire some more, opens a 
smoke flap in the roof wider, and sets about preparing a 
breakfast, mountain man style. 


I crave my long johns, needing to cover myself up for 
modesty more than anything. Nikki seems to want to do the 
nude thing over food this morning, so Ill play along as long 
as I can stand it myself. Looking at his fine body naked 
though? I can do that all day. The cabin is warm enough, 
and after a while, for the first time in my life, I’m not 
bothered by what anybody thinks about my body. Because if 
Niki does look over at me, he only smiles or growls in 
complete satisfaction, he’s liking what he sees and I’m 
loving that. 


Berries, and what looks like jerky, with some sticks in boiled 
water isn’t really my idea of breakfast, but it seems to 
invigorate Nikki like nothing else. 


My stomach’s still groaning and I yearn for some of the real 
food I brought with me, but resolve to get to that at lunch 
maybe. 


I could afford to skip the odd meal anyway, lose a few 
pounds while I’m up here. 


Dishes are easy. Sticks tossed into the fire and the tin mugs 
Nikki has, the most tech looking equipment I’ve seen so far, 
are stowed away again in seconds after a rinse from the big 
tub of water he has in the corner, fed fresh from a pipe 
running melted snow down into the cabin. 


He looks out the doorway before letting the heavy canvas 
flap fall back, then settles himself back onto the bed, 
patting the bearskin next to him. 


“Come here.” He says firmly, and I go to him, I can’t help it. 
He’s not being rude or a jerk, it’s just his way. He calls it as 
he sees it and I can tell, for now, he wants his woman in his 
bed. 


Simple. 


Problem is, I have a shit ton of work to do and two days to 
do it in. I can’t be laying around in bearskin beds with 
steamy hot mountain man all day, as much as that’s all I’d 
like to do. 


“What’s wrong?” he finally asks, sighing loudly, sitting up 
reading me like a book. 


“T really do have to go back to the other cabin” I tell him, 
gently letting him know I can’t stay, not in his bed all day 
anyway. 


“T can come back tonight?” I offer, but he’s frowning. 


“What are you going to do all day? You fell off cliff 
yesterday, almost eaten by wolf. What you do today, same? 
And without help?” 


I bite my tongue, not wanting to argue with him, but he 
needs to know I’m here for work, not to stay forever. 


“TIl go back to the cabin, set up my equipment, then come 
back, alright?” I suggest, but he’s already getting up, 


dressing himself. 
“What’s wrong now?” I ask him. 


“T come to then. You can’t walk back to cabin, not alone, too 
dangerous in woods.” 


“I can look after myself!” I protest, wincing as I say it, the 
sore back, neck and legs from my fall asking me the same 
question Nikki does, “Really?” 


“I’m coming too.” Is all he says, and I can see it’s no good 
arguing, so I get ready myself, grateful to finally get 
dressed. I welcome the free spirit thing and I’m glad Nikki 
hasn’t judged me, but I just like my long john’s and I like 
being dressed, especially out in the woods. 


He does the opposite to what I think he’d do. He laughs at 
me once I get dressed, not once I undress. 


“What’s so funny?” I ask him, trying not to laugh myself. I 
can’t remember ever feeling so naturally happy, with 
anyone, or by myself ever. Especially by myself. 


“You’re funny,” he says, and pulls me towards him, holding 
me again in his arms and I breathe in his smell, his total 
manliness and it makes me sigh out loud. I wonder if I can 
even focus on work for five minutes, let alone two days with 
him being around. 


“Let’s go then.” He says, “It is a long walk to cabin, you sure 
you need to go back there?” he asks, groaning as I start to 
pick up my gear too. 


“Yep,” I let him know, “And I need all this down there too.” 


I grab one pack and make for the second, but he won’t have 
it, in a second he’s hoisted both heavy packs up onto his 
shoulders like they weigh nothing, then juts his chiseled jaw 
to the snow flecked trail ahead, signaling the way ahead. 


I shrug, figuring maybe there could be a job or three for a 
handsome, strong and definitely able-bodied man on my 
newly formed research team. 


“What’s in all this pack anyway?” he asks, not complaining, 
but genuinely interested. 


“Equipment, for research.” I tell him, trying not to groan 
aloud at the prospect of work, now that I have the perfect 
distraction. 


“Research for what?” he asks again, sounding more 
interested by the minute, as though there might be 
something in his woods that even he doesn’t know about. 


And then it hits me. I stop walking, watching the plumes of 
my own breath. 


I haven’t even asked him yet. 


“Have you ever seen a Yeti?” I ask him, expecting him to 
laugh again, but he stops walking too. 


His face is serious. 


Deadly serious. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 
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“Ts called snezhnyy chelovek” I tell her, looking and feeling 
suddenly serious. 


Not something I just talk about, Yyeti, or “ Yeti’, that’s what 
people like Haylie call it. The real mountain man, ancient 
and mysterious. Like the wind or rain, a force of nature. 


“What makes you want to know about snezhnyy chelovek?” 
I ask, peering at her and reading her body. She’s nervous to 
say, and rightly so, Yyeti is serious business, not something 
to joke around with, like a wolf but a hundred times 
stronger, and smarter than any man alive. 


“Tt’s my research.” She says, finally smiling and showing 
she’s not serious about Yyeti. 


“Wait a minute? How do you know so much about Yetis 
then? Have you seen one?” 


I growl in disapproval, but decide to keep us moving. It’s 
not something I want to talk about standing out in the open, 


and not something I think she really understands. 
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“I work with a Professor...” she starts and I make a face, 
growling again. I liked her better in bed, covered in furs 
and quiet with my mouth over hers. 


“He’s old Nikki, and it’s not like that, I promise,” she 
reassures me, but I still don’t like the idea of her with any 
other men sniffing around, old or not. 


“He and his team have been coming up here for over thirty 
years, searching for evidence that the Yeti exists... his own 
son was taken by one, or so he believes.” She says and I feel 
my knees go weak, making me stumble as I walk, nearly 
tripping, which is not something I make a habit of doing. 


“You alright?” she asks, trotting over and insisting on 
carrying at least the lightest pack. 


“I can carry, I just tripped,” I snarl, noticing the hurt in her 
eyes. 


“Hey!” I call to her, and she looks up at me again, “I’m mad 
at me for tripping, not at you for seeing me trip or trying to 
help, okay?” and she smiles again, and comes and kisses 
me, making me want to drop the packs and take her right 
there and then, but I know we have to keep moving. 


“You will never get there if you don’t move,” I tell her, 
holding both packs in one had so I can slap her fine rump, 
feeling it’s softness under her clothes, making me want her 
like never before suddenly, even if she is a little bit crazy. 


I mean, who would come all the way up here, looking for 
Yeti? Why would anyone try to find Yeti? It doesn’t make 
sense... 


But the memory of her words, the professor and research 
teams. It sounds familiar, but from the dreams I have 
sometimes. The ones where I’m running but can’t wake up. 


“How old are you, Nikki? How long have you been out 
here?” she asks, changing the subject, which is better for 
me right now. 


I smile big, knowing I’ve already worked this one out, while 
she slept this morning. 


“T’m forty years. Thirty here in the woods...” 


She stops walking again, her mouth open, “Well! You don’t 
look forty... Or feel it,” she murmurs and we keep walking. 


“You?” I ask her, wanting her to be forty as well, but 
knowing she’s much younger. 


“T’m twenty.” She says, looking bashful again. 


“Does it matter how old I am?” I ask her, and feel relief 
when she shakes her head, letting me get close enough to 
kiss her again. 


The hike back to her cabin is quicker in daylight, and it 
looks smaller too, there’s wolf tracks everywhere, and some 
blood too, but from deer I explain to Haylie, who looks 
worried for a moment. 


“T let them have meat, remember? So they wouldn’t eat 
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you. 


She smiles and I do too, knowing that she got eaten anyway, 
but in a better way by me. And the thought of it, the 
memory of her, knowing she’s here with me now, it makes 
me want her again, but I remind myself of her wanting to 
wait. 


“Are you done waiting yet?” I ask. 


“T want to mount you, I want to do it to you all day...” I tell 
her honestly, and notice it’s her turn to look weak like she 
can hardly stand any more. 


I rush over to her, “ You alright?” 


The look in her eyes tells me she’s fine, and the pressure of 
her hands on me again tells me she wants it alright, but 
she’s always doing this, like animals do, they play. Teasing 
their mate. 


I want you, yes. Yes! 


No, I don’t want to now, come back in five minutes and ask 
again. 


I have to go along with Haylie, but if nothing happens soon, 
I feel like something’s going to coming out of me all on its 
own The leaking from my manhood, the stiffness and 
pressure, it’s starting to ache so much it almost hurts just to 
look at her and not be able to put myself inside her sweet 
hole, to cover her body with mine. 


“Well, here we are,” she says, talking to herself. I put the 
packs by the door, and she opens the cabin. It’s stale inside, 
like an old cave. And smells bad too, smells like man and 
their junk. 


“T will get wood for fire,” I tell her, making sure I can see 
her the whole time as I wander off into the trees, sniffing 
for the dry wood I know is nearby. 


“And do not wander off!” I call out to her, not wanting her to 
go chasing wolves again. 


The air is clear this morning, and there’s a stillness, nobody 
but us around, nothing to bother us and definitely no 
wolves. 


And no meat. 


I remind myself. The wolves will have frightened off all the 
deer. I had a good herd here near the valley until yesterday, 
but that’s how it goes sometimes. Lots of meat one week, 
and then none for the next. Coming back with armfuls of 
wood, I stack it by the door, with some stacked inside, 
noticing Haylie unpacking her equipment and bringing 
some other things back from the surrounding woods. 


“What is that?” I ask her, she has an armful of small black 
boxes. 


“Black boxes,” she says casually and I roll my eyes. 
I had to ask. 
“T’ve never noticed them before, were they in the trees?” 


She laughs lightly, “That’s great! It means they’re doing 
their job, you or anyone else, especially a Yeti, isn’t 
supposed to know that they’re there.” 


I grunt. 


A Yeti would know, just because I didn’t see them, doesn’t 
mean a Yeti wouldn't. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


“The boxes have a camera inside, with batteries. I’m 
changing the batteries. The pictures get sent to a satellite, 
which gets sent to the college, where the Professor and his 
team work.” 


Nikki nods, but I can tell he thinks I’m nuts. He’s torn 
between building a fire inside, cleaning out the cabin and 
watching me. I refuse all his help with the monitoring gear. 
Not because he couldn’t help, but by the time I explain to 
anyone what needs doing, it’s just as easy to do it all myself. 
Plus, only I know where the monitors are. 


One’s missing, but that happens sometimes. Wildlife gets 
curious or just plain destructive, and I notice a couple of the 
Cameras are simply not working, as per the transmission 
notes, which matches up with what I’m seeing on the 
ground. The main Wi-Fi receiver and digital transmitter are 
intact, so the main hardware check is complete and before I 
know it, I’m done. 


Hours have passed, but having Nikki around, it feels like no 
time and he doesn’t interrupt what I’m doing, not once. 
Only I mind, as I triple check everything is correct because 
I feel so damned distracted by having his scent wafting 
around me in the breeze. 


By the middle of the day, the sky darkens and it looks like 
we're in for a storm. 


Nikki growls, telling me we should’ve stayed at his cabin, 
but I’m okay with being here if I have more work to do, 
which I kinda do. 


“Tt’s going to come in big...a snowstorm,” he informs me, 
looking at me like I should be worried. But I’m not. 


“T can go inside if it snows, if it gets so I can’t work.” I tell 
him patiently, trying to check some instruments with him 
standing over me, in my light. 


I’m really glad to have met him out here, but the more time 
I spend doing what needs to be done, the more time I 
realize I don’t have to fool around. 


Maybe he can just come back with me, or I can come back 
once I return the data to the college...no biggie. 


But there’s something behind Nikki’s brawn, his intensity 
that makes me think it’s not going to be as easy as all that. 


“We need to go. Now.” He finally says gruffly. He’s been 
pacing for a while, in and out of the cabin, looking at me, 
sighing and then looking up at the sky, even sniffing the air. 


“Haylie!” he says suddenly, catching my attention with his 
seriousness, bordering on anger. “I need you to go with me 
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now. 


I have a soft side, the side he ignited when I first smelled 
him, and definitely last night in the cabin. But try and come 


between Haylie and her work? Then yelling at me about it? 
Nuh-uh. Not fucking happening. 


I stand up, brushing loose snow and dirt from my hands, 
which I put on my hips. Nikki starts to look away, but it’s my 
turn to do some shouting. 


“Hey! Mountain man! I’m doing my job and you’re starting 
to frighten me by acting like such a dick!” 


His eyes narrow and he growls low, kicking the snow up 
with his feet, storming off three paces before he turns right 
around again. 


“T need you to come with me now...” he snarls, grinding his 
jaw so hard I can see every muscle in his face. 


“You’re mine now and you need to do as I Say, come! 
There’s a big storm coming and it is not safe here.” 


I sigh loudly and bitterly, picking up what’s in front of me 
and heading back into the cabin. 


I’ll soon put an end to this... 


Sniffing a storm is a lot different to actually forecasting one. 
I risk using the battery some, and fire up my GPS, which 
doubles as an emergency beacon, but also has a weather 
satellite link, so I can see what weather is coming, and 
exactly how bad. 


While I’m waiting for it to boot up, I put it on the floor of the 
cabin in front of me, then figure I may as well grab 
something to eat while I’m in here. 


Some real food. 


I turn my back to go through my personal pack for some 
chow, when I hear the door creak, followed by the definite 


crunch of what sounds like a two hundred pound man 
standing on sensitive electrical equipment. 


I spin around, willing it to be the sound of snow, or him 
breaking anything else... 


I see him lifting his foot up off the GPS, making a face as if 
he’s stepped in turd. 


All the air leaves me in one breath, and I want to laugh, 
scream, cry and panic all at once. 


I stand there, shaking my head, it’s all I can do. Now I don’t 
know what day or time it is, where I am. And I definitely 
can’t send an emergency signal, which if bad weather like 
he just said is coming, is what I need to be doing, so I can 
be located as soon as possible. 


But no. 


Wonder boy here has gone and trodden on the only thing I 
really can’t afford to lose, except maybe my virginity, which 
at this very moment, I decide I like fine just the way it is. 


“Now!” Nikki shouts at me, and I realize he has no idea 
what he’s just done, but I’m too upset to even bother and 
try to explain it to him. 


“Why don’t you just go back to your stupid cabin all by 
yourself” I shout at him, reaching for the first thing that 
comes to hand and hurling it at him in a complete rage. 


I watch the aluminum pot bounce off his head and hear it 
landing softly in the snow outside. A sudden gust of freezing 
wind blows the door, which hits Nikki as well a few seconds 
later as he stands there, dumbfounded, looking at me with 
concern more than anything. 


“Ouch.” He says blankly, “That hurt, now will you please 
come? We don’t have much time if we have to-” 


But I’m so mad. Dodging pot number two, Nikki ducks out 
the door, which I slam and bolt from the inside, getting the 
heavy wooden beam leaning against the wall and slotting it 
in place barricading myself in the cabin. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
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How can she not smell the storm coming? It’s as plain as 
anything. The morning, its dark in minutes, and the wind. I 
can smell the ferocity of the blizzard, and it’s heading 
straight for us. 


Why is she acting so crazy? 
Is this a mating game? No. It’s bad because it’s dangerous. 
Dangerous for her. 


The cabin she’s in is not strong enough, not warm enough. 
If a storm comes for three, four days which happens 
sometimes, she could die. 


I don’t want to see her hurt, I want her to stay with me. I 
thought she liked me. 


Why is she acting crazy now? 


The wind is getting stronger, fast. I sense something very 
bad coming, worse than anything I’ve felt up here, ever. 


I knock on the cabin door, trying to open it too, shouting for 
Haylie to open, but she won’t. 


I know she’s mad, but why? I need her to go with me so we 
can get to my place, the only safe place I know in the whole 
forest. If she stays here... I don’t even want to think about 
it. 

I get colder and colder, only keeping warm by pounding on 
the door, then jumping up and down in place, waiting for 
Haylie to open the door. 


After a long time, I hear her shouting at me over the wind. 


She’s still mad and she says some very hurtful things to me. 
Telling me to go away. 


Maybe she’s sick? 


I’m not sure what’s best. I can’t leave her here, but she 
won't let me help her and I can’t make her do anything. 
That’s one thing I learned from nature. Bend the branch, 
try to make it round, it will break. 


I can’t force anything, but this is my limit. 


Soon, it’s so cold I know I have to head back, even just to 
stop myself from freezing. Haylie has no real skins in her 
cabin, and not a lot of wood either, she will not make it if 
she stays, but if I stay out here, waiting for her to not be so 
mad with me, TIl die waiting. 


I decide. I will go back to my cabin, get more furs and skins, 
and my sled. I have a sled to go over thick snow in a storm. I 
can go get that and when I return, she’ll have to come with 
me, maybe see the sense of it by then... If I have enough 
time, so I have to hurry. 


I don’t say anything, don’t want to feel the pain in my chest 
when she yells bad things at me. It hurts inside, bad 


feelings instead of the good ones I know should be there 
when she’s with me. 


I have a very bad feeling about everything, but I need to 
act, only doing not thinking now. It hurts to leave her there, 
but if I’m to save both of us, I need more gear. I’m not Yeti, I 
don’t have magic powers and fur, or the strength of a 
hundred wolves. I’m only a man, and I need to hurry. 


I start to run through the snow which is building up, back 
towards the cabin. I can feel the ground under me starting 
to shake, the whole world is trembling like a leaf. I stop to 
feel it, turning my head to listen. 


Nothing yet. 


I run some more, not far from Haylie but nowhere near my 
own cabin. 


The ground shakes all over again and I know in one second 
what to do. 


I hear Haylie calling out from behind me, back at the cabin 
and I know she’s felt it too. 


I turn again, running back to her, wishing I’d never left her 
not even for a moment. 


The wind is so fierce, howling like screams in my ears and 
the frost it brings feels like broken glass on my skin. I can’t 
feel my body anymore, but I must get back to her, I have to. 


I hear her cry again, relieved she’s closer. She’s out of the 
cabin, now I can see her, those red packs. She’s dragging 
them. 


I sprint with everything I have to get to her. There’s a huge 
cracking sound, like the sky breaking in half, but the 
ground rumbles too and then a loud sound following it, the 
whole sky turning black across the horizon. 


“Nikki! Help!” She screams, and my heart stretches out to 
her like a cord. 
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“Pm sorry! I’m sorry...” she’s crying now, and I wish I 
wasn’t so slow, wish again I never left her. 


She should’ve come with me, done as she was told... 


I know what it is. I haven’t seen one in thirty years, but 
know what they are. 


Avalanche. 


Running to her, it feels like she’s moving further away, with 
the wind and the snow tricking my eyes I think for a second 
she’s running the other way from me. 


Finally, I get to her, she throws herself at me and I catch 
her, holding her so tight I’m scared I'll hurt her. 


“Sorry,” she chatters and I silence her with a warm kiss. 
Sending all the heat from my body into hers, everything I 
should’ve given her last night, but waited for. 


“TIl never leave you again,” I promise her, and scoop her 
and her packs up, I turn on my heels and run again as fast 
as I can, the deafening roar of the whole world collapsing 
behind us. 


“Don’t look back!” I shout to her, hoping she can hear me 
over the noise. 


I think it to myself as well, willing my legs to keep moving, 
to carry us past the danger I can feel behind us, dumping 
mountains down onto the valley. 


I feel her, clutching me like nothing else now. The only thing 
I can feel is her body against mine. I want to drop her 
packs, to run faster, but I know they mean so much to her, 


and I swear again to myself never to make her angry, never 
to leave her alone and never to raise my voice at her again. 


I’m sorry... 
I love you Haylie... 


The words in my mind. They’re like the ones from my 
dream. Another life. Another time I can’t remember. 


But everything now is about staying alive. 
Avoid the ice and snow behind us, get to the cabin. 
Love her and never let her go. 


Not ever. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


I must’ve taken a handful of crazy pills, or be due for my 
period soon, or maybe both. What came over me? 


I just turned on Nikki like he was the devil, when all he was 
doing was trying to help me. 


I thought the damned GPS was more reliable than his thirty 
years of living out here, knowing the land and the weather. 


I locked myself inside the cabin mad at him, until I realize 
he isn't watching me anymore. Until I realize he’s left. 


I feel such a horrible emptiness inside, it’s not something I 
ever want to feel again. 


Once the whole cabin starts shaking and I hear the 
rumblings from the mountains beyond, I know instantly I 
acted like an ass, and I need to get myself back to Nikki as 
quickly as I can. 


Once I step outside it’s almost a total white out, and I know 
I can’t leave the gear behind either, but it’s so heavy. Too 


heavy to carry all on my own. 


I cry out for Nikki, so sorry for everything I said, so sad that 
I treated him so bad when all he’s been trying to do since I 
got here is look out for me. 


I’m sorry Nikki.. 
I love you... 


Just when I feel like I can’t go on, which isn’t far from the 
cabin. I can’t feel my legs and I call out to him again with 
my last breath and before I know it, I’m in his huge strong 
arms again. His body is so hard, so warm. He feels like 
superman, something straight out of a movie. A god on 
earth, my angel come to rescue me. 


It’s so loud and the ground shakes so violently, I’m amazed 
he can even stand let alone run carrying me plus the two 
full packs of gear and other equipment. 


He shouts at me not to look back and I squeeze my eyes 
shut, promising myself I’ll never disagree with anything he 
recommends again, especially when it’s in the nature 
department. 


If we get through this, l'll give myself to you Nikki, I'll let 
you fuck me for a week solid and make you the happiest 
man alive forever, I promise... 


The intensity of the wind keeps up, but the terrifying 
rumbling, the shaking ground, that simmers down after 
what feels like a few minutes but Nikki doesn’t slow his 
pace. I can feel his hard breath punching out with each of 
his strides, in and out, in and out as my body knocks against 
his. 


Is this the wrong time to be getting hella turned on? 


I don’t care, it could be the last time I’m with him. So I 
make every second of his body against mine count. Willing 
us to get through this, praying for him to get us safely back 
to his cabin. 


Planning. 


Priming myself for how wide Ill need to stretch myself for 
him. 


Begging him to claim me, to make me his. 
To fuck me like I deserve, like an animal in heat. 


Oh god, Nikki please! Hurry up...I don’t think I can wait a 
minute longer. 


I’m not sure if I pass out from cold, fear or from being so 
turned on, but when I open my eyes again I can see the 
familiar looking forest from near Nikki's cabin, just with a 
lot more snow around it. 


“Are you alright?” I hear Nikki puffing. 
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“Tm alright.” I hear myself croaking, “I’m sorry, Nikki... L.. 


“We’re not home yet.” he says, but I can see the hillside, the 
shrub screen and he lets me down so he can get us both 
inside. 


“That storm, it’s still coming, quickly inside now,” he urges 
me, making sure not to raise his voice. Which makes my 
heart melt but also makes me feel worse than ever before, 
for being so horrible to him. 


I feel sensations returning to my body as the warmth from 
his cabin thaws me out. But watching him drag the packs of 
gear in, securing the front entrance... I feel cold again 
sooner than I expect, as I start to take my own clothes off, 
tugging at them like they’re a disease and Nikki’s the cure. 


He looks shocked when he turns around, then shakes his 
head, laughing to himself. 


“Now?” he asks me, and I can hear a strange sound coming 
from me, a deep purring sound that he seems to respond to 
with more than words. 


In seconds his naked body is pressed against mine. He 
helps me out of the last of my clothes and the sensation of 
his touch, finally on me again, makes me call out his name. I 
feel the swelling inside me all over again, wanting to come 
on his face, wanting to come on his thick fat cock as he 
slams into me from behind. 


His low sounds are mixed with my almost desperate 
whimpers, tiny pleas for what I know only he can give me. 


I frantically work his cock with both my hands. Sinking to 
my knees I greedily take as much of him into my mouth as I 
can. His hands find their way behind me, spreading my 
cheeks and inserting themselves into my wetness. One, then 
two at a time, making me moan like a beast. I hum my 
arousal onto his cock, feeling the vibrations all the way 
through him. Yearning for the same sensation inside myself 
as his fingers begin to move in a rhythm that I start to buck 
and grind against. 


It’s almost too much. I want all of him while he has all of me. 
We’re in a race now to please each other, I want him to 
come and he wants me to as well. We can’t speak now, only 
make sounds. All the wild, grunting and heaving animal 
sounds of the forest coming out of us. The wind screaming 
both our names as the blizzard thrashes hard against his 
cabin, his body crashing hard against mine. 


We fall onto his bed, the bear skins tickling my skin. Nikki’s 
slick fingers seek out my wetness again as I present my 
steaming pussy over his face. I gasp again at the size, and 


splendor of his huge cock, thick in both my hands with 
plenty of it to spare as I try hard to fit most of the tip into 
my mouth as his mouth meets my wetness, sixty nine style. 


I can’t control myself any longer, and I’m thrusting all of my 
hot wetness back up against his face. His strong hands 
knead my ass, spreading me wide open so his tongue can go 
deeper inside me. All the while his stubbled chin and face 
flick at my swollen clit until I feel I can’t hold it anymore. I 
arch my back, tossing my head back and my groans are like 
those of a wild animal. I feel the exquisite sensation of 
coming on his face as his dick threatens to explode in my 
hand, twitching now with its deep purple, plum sized head, 
so hard I can’t wait to sit on it next. 


There’s no time, no time for talk. I know Nikki wants to ask 
if I’m okay, if this is what I want, but the steely look of 
determination in my eyes as I move myself around, 
straddling over his engorged member is enough to let him 
know I’m ready. 


I massage the outside of my still twitching lips with his 
smooth roundness. Gasping at how hard he is, aching 
inside, feeling the prickly itch that I know only his rod inside 
me can soothe. 


I ease down onto him. An inch at a time, and stop counting 
internally when I get to eight, letting my weight fall onto 
him, as he goes deep inside me. I scream out loud, but it’s a 
scream of pleasure, screaming his name soon afterwards as 
I feel my second climax come swiftly. 


The sight of me shuddering on top of him seems to please 
Nikki like nothing else. For someone who’s never done this 
before, his virgin fucking level is expert. 


Must be all that mountain air and clean living. If this isn’t 
the best feeling in the whole world, which can go to hell by 


the way, I’m riding this guy like the lightning for the rest of 
my days, starting right now. 


He holds my hands and I use his strength to balance myself, 
getting him up inside just where I know he'll make me come 
again in seconds, and he does. I feel guilty almost, that’s 
three to nil and he must have enough come backed up 
inside him to flood a small country. 


He works me this way and that, on my back and again with 
me on his front, but when I sense it’s his time nearing, I let 
him pull out just long enough for me to gift myself to him 


properly. 
Mountain style. 


I get off the bed, and eagerly get down on all fours. I turn 
my head back to face him, flicking my hair over one 
shoulder. Using one of my hands, I part my cheek enough to 
show him where I want him, where I need him. 


His growl is savage, and it draws a thick line of moisture 
from my body just from the sound alone. The thought of him 
entering me like this, it’s too much and I start to shudder all 
over, my fourth and biggest climax already coming. Nikki, 
sensing how close I am grips me firmly, pulling me from 
behind, and slides his whole cock deep inside me. 


His broad hands spread my asscheeks, his fingers 
ploughing my soft flesh in time with his thickness slipping in 
and out of me, in tune with both our grunts and groans. 


I swear aloud, then scream his name again as he spanks my 
ass full force, giving me a dose of sharpness to go with his 
blunt tool working me from the inside. 


His pace quickens and he huffs out my name. Saying 
soothing nothings in Russian before I feel him grow inside 
me to what feels like twice his size. 


We both gasp, then start to jerk and shake at the same 
time. I can feel his cock twitching, his seed filling me as it 
pumps into me in time with my moans. I clench down on 
him, drawing every ounce of it from him. He pulls me 
tighter towards him, finally hitting the sacred spot that 
releases the pent up desire, emotion and feeling I know I’ve 
held back my entire life as I gush onto his cock. A slickness 
forming between us that makes him growl again with 
supreme satisfaction, before he lets out a full wolf style 
howl. Which receives a near instant reply from somewhere, 
miles away and maybe in the eye of the same storm. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


N ikolai 


I’m a man now, I know it. And Haylie, my woman. A man and 
woman, doing what nature made us for, feeling such power 
and loving each other. I understand the word now. 


I remember it from a long time ago, but I was a boy then. 
Now I’m a man, and know what it means fully. 


Like the storm inside me, the one outside has died down, 
long after I made her scream and call my name, making me 
scream all those things too. Howling like a wolf, claiming 
her like I should, telling the world she belongs to me now. 
We belong to each other. 


She sleeps now as I hold her close. Stroking her hair back 
so I can see her face, smiling at herself now, knowing she’s 
a woman. That she’s been made and she’ll never be alone, 
never need to feel bad ever again, only good feelings now 
from Nikolai. 


Nikolai! 


That’s what they used to call me... I remember the name 
and I say it to myself slowly, then louder, but not so loud I 
wake Haylie. 


Nikolai. 
A good name. A strong name. 


The wind still blows, but it all only makes me feel stronger 
now. My woman in my arms, in my bed too. In our cabin in 
the woods. 


Our new home... 


But my memory of my life before the woods. From when I 
was boy, that’s the dream I always have. Now I’ve mated, 
now I’m a man, I can remember things from before. Things 
that were dark are now lit up in my mind like I’m reliving 
them as though it happened today or yesterday. 


I remember people and things. Like the things Haylie has. 


The clothes and the food. Their words. I went to school, a 
big school. A rich school. Lots of foreign children and lots of 
work... things to remember... just like... 


Father. 


“Fa-ther,” I say it aloud, with the memory of the sounds 
showing me his face in my mind. It all falls into place, like 
rocks tumbling from a ledge. 


I remember everything in an instant. Who I am, the cabin. 
My Father. 
And the Yeti.. 


No! That must be a dream... 


But I know what it was. I know it tried to bring me back. 
But it was too late. 


Like a storm, like an avalanche. I’ve seen it before. Same 
mountain, same cabin...a long time ago. I force myself to 
forget... too painful to remember like almost losing Haylie, 
it hurts my chest when I remember. 


I want to let her sleep, but I need to tell her, I need to tell 
someone. 


I shake her shoulder gently and her dreamy eyes smile 
when they focus on me. She kisses me and I kiss her again, 
making me hard for her, making me want to be inside her 
all over again. Almost forgetting everything. 


“Do you want to stay here with me, or go back?” I ask her, 
and she suddenly looks sad, sitting up and putting her head 
in her hands. I rub her back, hugging her. I don’t mean to 
make her sad. 
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“I have to go back...” she says. “The chopper, it will come 
looking for me now, with the storm and avalanche, I just 
know it. The Professor...” 


Again that word. It has new meaning and I feel numb 
inside, like something has been unplugged, like freezing 
water rushing over a dry wound. It feels like blue ice in my 
veins. The memory of another life... 


I know I want to stay here, in my world. The world I 
understand, but I won’t let Haylie leave without me. I will 
give up this life. I have to stay with her if I have to, maybe 
she can return with me, like I know she was thinking. 


Some time in her world, sometime in mine... if it’s the only 
way to keep her with me. I know I'll have to do it, even 
though it makes me feel ill when I consider it. 


All those people, all their crap. 


“What is it?” Haylie asks, turning to hold me, touching my 
face with her hands. 


“T need you, always.” I tell her, being honest. 


“If you go from here, I have to go too, only to be with you...” 
she looks sad and her eyes begin to water again. She cries 
and I feel her sadness, but it’s nothing to how I’d feel if she 
left and I had to try and live without her here, like this. Next 
to me in my bed every night. 


I would die without her, I know. 


“T... I love you, Haylie...” I manage to tell her, wanting it to 
carry the feeling, the feeling I know that doesn’t have 
words. 


She kisses me again and I taste her tears, it makes me sad 
to see her sad, but then I feel her tears as tears of joy. 


“And I love you, Nikki,” she says. 
“ Nikolai.” I tell her, trying to sound proud for remembering. 
“My name is Nikolai.” 


She looks pale for a second, then grips me hard. Like she’s 
remembered something too. 


“Will you come with me? Will you come back with me, Nik- 
Nikolai? Even just for a while?” 


“I would follow you off a cliff...” I tell her truthfully, although 
I’d prefer we stay in the cabin, but eh. I have to adapt, like 
any season, things change. 


She squeals, like a mouse and kisses me again. Her hands 
go from my face all over my shoulders and chest. Her warm 
soft touch makes me hard again in a second and before 


long, she lets me back inside her again, sending us to our 
special place. The place we both know we can be anywhere, 
together. 


“Say it again.” I command her, “say my name and say you 
love me...” 


“T... Love... You... Nik..o...lai..” she says, breathing out 
each sound as she bounces up and down on my hardness. 
Her hands pressed flat against my chest, moving this way 
until she shakes all over again, and I can feel myself spilling 
deep inside her. Our warmth making us both sleepy again, 
and I pull the skins up over us both, she sleeps with me 
inside her and her head on my chest. 


I want this every night, I tell her sleeping body. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


The sound of the wind wakes us both up. It’s punctured by 
the whump-whump sound of a chopper. Not the ancient 
Soviet one that dropped me off, a bigger, more modern 
chopper. 


A rescue chopper. 


I sit up with a start. Feeling the stab of hesitation, the 
apprehension that Nikolai might not really want to go, that 
he might’ve only been saying what he said last night to 
make me feel better. 


“T will go.” He says firmly, “But promise me we can come 
back... to be home here, sometimes?” 


There’s such innocence, such a pleading edge to his 
request. I feel my heart break open at the thought of taking 
him away from his beloved forest, from his entire world. It’s 
a world I belong to now too, and one I know we'll both 
return to over and over again every chance we get. 


“T will get ready,” he says. He sets his jaw with a determined 
face as he goes about putting together the few items and 
furs he’s not prepared to leave behind. 


He has more stuff than I thought, even a razor and some 
fine looking tools and blades. 


“Trades,” he says, noticing me noticing his things. 


“What? You think I’m some savage out here? Every man 
needs a shave and a good knife.” 


“And I have a flare gun somewhere.” I remember, putting 
only enough clothes on to be able to go outside. I fire it into 
the air, in a clearing I know will be big enough for any 
chopper to land. 


Nikolai frowns and nods his head in satisfied admiration. 


“What?” I challenge him, “You think I’m not going to bring a 
flare gun with me out here? Plus... Somebody stepped on 
my GPS...” but I can tell he doesn’t know what a GPS is, but 
the flare has done the job. We both turn to see the chopper 
hovering over the treetops, the mirrored visor of the pilot 
reflecting his thumb as he checks our status with the 
thumbs up. Universal signal for ‘Okay.’ 


More okay than you'll ever know, buddy. 


I kiss Nikolai again, and we hustle to get the rest of our 
gear together, with him hefting my heavy packs again. I 
bundle myself up in his furs as we go to the clearing, 
turning away until the helicopter has landed. 


Over the whine of the chopper’s blades as its engine winds 
down, before I even turn my head, I hear the familiar cry of 
an old man I know shouldn’t be out of bed, let alone out in 
this weather. 


Professor Lebedev. 


I turn in time to see his eyes lock on Nikolai. The 
recognition is instant. Nikolai is the professor's lost son 
from all those years ago, right here in these mountains. He 
blamed himself and searched for weeks afterwards, making 
himself deathly ill and nearly succumbing to hypothermia 
looking for his son. The search was called off after winter 
set in, and the professor, unable to forgive himself, 
convinced himself that his son had been snatched by a Yeti. 
He devoted the rest of his life to searching every year for 
his son, and researching the creature he believes took him. 


The professor is wearing three inches of arctic waterproofs, 
a bearskin hat and goggles. But there’s nothing to stop a 
Father who’s found his son after thirty years. 


“Nikki... my Nikki...” I can see his mouth moving with the 
words. The lines of his tears flowing from under his goggles, 
which he struggles to yank off his face, arms outstretched 
as he shuffles forward. 


Nikolai lets out a cry too, a sound of disbelief mixed with 
pure emotion. He runs to his father, scooping him up and 
holding him tight as he spins him around. Both kissing each 
other’s faces as if it’s his father who’s the boy now, Nikki 
being so big, so strong. 


A real man. 


They touch foreheads, holding each other for so long, 
speaking in English, then in Russian. Finally, at Nikki’s 
insistence, he brings his father into the cabin, to get out of 
the weather, and to show him how he’s lived the past thirty 
years. 


Once inside, it’s clear to the professor what’s also happened 
between Nikki and myself. They say love is blind, but not 
the Professor. 


“And what luck to find you still safe and well, Haylie. Once 
we heard of the storm front I organized for the rescue 
chopper. Dimitri, he’s alright on a clear day, but that storm. 
Thank god you’re alright, and thank you for bringing me 
back my son! This is the happiest day of my life...” he leans 
in close to ask me something. 


“Please. Tell me he rescued you, maybe bought you dinner 
before he... y’know, and not the other way around,” he says, 
and we both laugh. 


Nikolai laughs too, and clutches his dad by the shoulders. 
“T looked for you... I cried out for you...” 


And it’s too much. The professor crying again, broken 
hearted that he never found Nikki sooner, but oh so happy 
that he’s alive and well.. very well by the look and feel of 
him. 


“T looked son, I really did... please believe me! Haylie, tell 
him!” 


I nod big nods and mouth the words he did, making Nikolai 
blush. His eyes silver with tears he knows he won't let 
himself cry in front of me. 


After a while, once we get too settled and father and son 
even start to exaggerate some survival stories of their own, 
the sound of the chopper starting up again is our signal it’s 
time to be going. 


Nikki won’t let me or his dad out of his sight. It's an 
awkward little trip back to the chopper, with him also 
taking time to secure his cabin and camouflaging it again, 
keeping it safe for the next visit. 


“If you stayed up here how come I never found you?” the 
professor asks Nikki over the ascending roar of the rotors 


as we all climb in again. 


“T went south,” Nikolai says, then stops himself from saying 
anything else. 


I hear the Professor in my own ear, “It makes no sense. 
Nobody could survive all the way out here in the winter... 
he was just a boy...” 


“Oh, I think he had some help, Professor, but don’t count on 
him telling us about it anytime soon,” I tell him, looking over 
at Nikolai, who’s got his face pressed against the glass. 


“And don’t ask him about Yeti’s, whatever you do...” 


I watch Nikki looking down, looking out over his homeland. 
Looking over the forest that took him, took him in and 
raised him. The forest that made him the man he is today. 


My man. 


My mountain man. 


EPILOGUE 


N ikolai 


I learned that my father spent as much time looking for me 
as he did searching for what he told himself snatched me, 
took me from him. 


They call it Yeti, but I have my own name for him. 
A name that for me, is more a feeling. 


I know if I tell my father what happened, he’ll tear up the 
mountains looking for my oldest friend. The one who saved 
me, kept me warm, kept me alive. He tried to take me back 
to the cabin, after the storm and winter had passed, but 
everybody had gone, so he left me there too. It was the 
beginning of my first season alone in the wild. It was the 
season I was born. 


My real birth day, from that day, I learned how to live. 


Now, my father is older, but not slow in his mind or in his 
body. Like me, he likes the fresh air and is active, slowed 


down some by illness here and there, but always wanting to 
arm wrestle me the rest of the time. 


Haylie. 


She’s my beautiful woman, my wife now. I remembered 
about people and their customs, so we had a wedding, with 
father and some friends of both families there. But all I 
remember from the day is Haylie. Seeing her in a dress that 
looked like snowflakes, all snow but warm and soft, like her 
skin when I touch it. 


She knows like me our wedding was the day I claimed. 
When she presented herself to me and showed me where to 
make her mine. 


That was our real wedding. Thankfully, happily, we get to 
have our proper wedding like that, almost every night, 
sometimes twice a night if she stays awake. 


Tonight is special. We’ve come back to my cabin, in the 
forest. Alone. 


The weather is good now, the storm season has passed for 
another year and Haylie wanted to come and set up her 
equipment, set up her gear to get ‘data’ to show my father. 


She asks me sometimes if I want to talk about Yeti and I 
always say, “Not yet.” 


And she laughs. “Not yet, or not Yeti?” 
I always frown at that one. 


One day, maybe soon when I have my own son, Yeti will 
come again. And I can show him what the life he helped me 
to keep gave us both. Maybe I will never see Yeti again, but 
he lives in my heart, like the forest. Like the trees. Like 
Haylie now. 


Something I keep secret and safe. 
Sacred. 
Like family. 


I’ve even gotten to like some of the food from Haylie’s 
world. She even has some good recipes which we can cook 
when we stay in the cabin. Which will be often now, and 
whenever the weather is good. 


Roasting meat I know about, but cornbread and sweet 
treats, things baked in the Dutch oven over coals, those are 
all things I wish I knew about sooner. 


And coffee. I love coffee. 


A stick in a mug of water is one thing, but Haylie’s second 
greatest gift to me, apart from herself, was taking me to 
have my first coffee. 


We share a pot after dinner and she teases me. Knowing 
I’m trying to keep her awake so I can stay up half the night, 
pleasuring her, mountain man style. The only way I know 
She likes it. 


“What is it?” I ask her, always knowing when there’s 
something on her mind. Her eyes are shining and her face 
glowing, like she has a proud secret of her own. 


“Guess!” she squeals, and I frown. 


“Nikki... guess...” she says and rubs her hand over her belly. 
Sticking it out to show me, which makes me hard straight 
away. I love her curvy body and when she sticks her belly 
out, especially on all fours... 


The neighbors in the building, in our city home called the 
police a few times. When I howled, after finishing inside her. 
They thought we had a wild dog in the house. 


“Are you guessing, or undressing?” she asks and I have to 
admit, I forgot the question, looking at her has that effect 
on me. 


“We’re gonna have a baby,” she says, her voice breaking 
and I hear a similar sound coming out of me, shocked and 
so happy, like my life is only just beginning. 


So happy to have Haylie to share it with and eager to share 
it with our child too. 


“But how...” I ask, and it’s Haylie’s turn to frown. 


“C'mon, Nikki.. do you need me to tell you about the birds 
and the bees?” 


I laugh, but I meant how come I didn’t know. I must be 
losing my touch, too much city food and hot water. Too 
much television and computer screens. I’m fed up with all 
that stuff now, and it’s why I can never wait to get back to 
the woods, back to our real home. 


“Tell me we'll still come here, to our place here in the 
woods...” 


“Come here? I want us to live here! We can travel back to 
the city sometimes. But I want us to be a family, raise our 
family out here, as much as we can... I was hoping you’d 
agree on that...” 


“T love you, Haylie,” I tell her, meaning it more than ever 
and hoping she knows that. 


“I know you do,” she replies, kissing me. Whispering in my 
ear before nibbling it, sliding her hand down the front of my 
jeans, “More than ever...” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


“Sasha! don’t go too near the edge!” 


I know he won’t but I can’t help it. A boy his age, with half 
my genetic code for clumsiness... but his dad’s not far 
behind and I know Sasha listens to his dad more than he 
does to me. 


It took some doing, but I finally got the college to not only 
transfer me to Siberia permanently. With Nikolai’s 
assistance, and his experience, we got our own research 
grant to set up the station base, which doubles as our 
mountain home. 


“What do you mean you don’t want to hunt for the Yeti!” the 
professor cried, almost heartbroken when we announced 
we'd be researching wolves and setting up the region’s first 
national sanctuary, monitoring their breeding and hunting 
behaviors, preserving their habitat and making sure they 
have every chance of survival in an ever changing world. 


I squat down, trying to grab a specimen of hair with my 
tweezers, but my belly is too big now. So I get down on all 
fours, easily plucking the tuft of wolf hair from the low 
branch and slipping it into a specimen jar. 


Getting down is easy, but getting up is another thing and 
the familiar, low growl behind me lets me know help is close 
at hand. 


“T thought you were with Sasha?” I ask Nikolai, not wanting 
him to be alone near the ledge. 


“Tt’s alright,” Nikolai reassures me, “he’s up a tree now...” 
Great. 


I try not to baby him, either of my boys, but Nikolai and 
Sasha, they’re my whole world and I just shudder to think 
how I'd cope if- 


“Then don’t.” Nikolai reminds me, kissing my forehead as 
he helps me up, swatting my butt just hard enough to make 
me want to get down on all fours for him again. 


“Wait ‘til Sasha’s asleep,” Nikolai warns me, “then I’ll show 
you a wolf that comes when you present like that for him...” 


“Sasha’s up a tree, you said,” I tease him. 


“Don’t even tempt me,” Nikolai growls, holding me from 
behind, his huge forearms almost looking normal size when 
he wraps them around my huge belly. 


“T think I might be having a mammoth... just to forewarn 
you,” I tell him jokingly. 

“Don’t even try to make me jealous. No wonder mammoths 
are extinct, if I caught one even looking at you...” 


I hold Nikolai’s hands harder over my belly, registering the 
baby moving inside me. The little piece of both of us that we 


made, that we'll love and raise, out here, where the world’s 
always perfect. 


“Can it get any better than this?” I ask Nikolai. 


“Only with each day I have you, Sasha and whoever our 
mystery guest in here is,” he assures me. 


“T love you Nikolai,” I tell him for the millionth time, and I 
feel my heart swell the same way it does each time I tell 
him. 


“Tt’s a feeling more than a word, isn’t it?” he confirms for 
me, “but I love the word too, as much as I love you, my 
darling she-wolf..” 


“And I love you, Nikolai. My mountain man.” 
Father of my children. 

Protector of our forest. 

Keeper of my heart. 


My Nikolai. 
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